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speak French and German, and are well educated
in other ways. Morality, however, at Irkoutsk is at
a very low ebb. One can scarcely wonder at it,
considering the frivolous, excitable lives of the
women, and drunkenness and sensuality of the
men,

One was constantly being assailed in Irkoutsk by
mysterious individuals with documents which they
wished delivered to their friends in Europe. I was
asked to do this by at least a dozen suspicious-
looking characters, who forced their way-into our
room at the hotel without knocking, and often de-
clined to leave. The mention of the word "Police,"
though, usually had the desired effect. One of these
letters was, I remember, addressed to a house in
Greek Street, Soho. I passed the latter only the
other day, - and was sincerely glad that I had not
undertaken the commission. Judging from the
look of the place, one would have stood a good
chance, even in the day-time, of being robbed and
murdered, to say nothing of the danger of being
caught by the Russian police with a compromising
paper in one's possession.

The Siberian exiles do not have such a bad time of
it as we, in England, are generally led to believe.
Their terra of imprisonment over, they are free to
come and go as they please, and enjoy absolute
freedom so long as they behave themselves, and
do not give vent to political opinions too freely. I
met many, of good birth and position, but from
none did I bear the harrowing tales of persecution
and cruelty that in England seem inseparable from
the very name of Siberia. Cruelty may, and no